CHAPTER XI
ALFRED NOBEL THE MAN

A LFRED NOBEL was once jokingly described as Europe's
richest vagabond. This statement undoubtedly contains an
element of truth; while he certainly had several homes, it may also
be said that he had none. He was a lonely man who had struck
no roots ; and he suffered keenly from a melancholy consciousness
of the absence of most of those ties by which other men are bound.
This is frequently revealed in his letters; he once wrote to his sister-
in-law Edla, Ludwig Nobel's wife, as follows :

" What a contrast between us ! You live a warm and glowing
life, surrounded by loved ones whom you care for and who care for
you; you are anchored in contentment. I drift about without
rudder or compass, a wreck on the sea of life ; I have no memories
to cheer me, no pleasant illusions of the future to comfort me,
or about myself to satisfy my vanity. I have no family to furnish
the only kind of survival that concerns us; no friends for the
wholesome development of my affections, or enemies for my malice.
Yet I am afflicted with a bent for self-criticism, whereby every
blemish is revealed in all its unredeemed ugliness, and the veil is
torn from all my deficiencies, leaving them in all their naked
poverty. Such a portrait is out of harmony in a home of joy and
contentment, its proper place is the wastepaper basket, to which it
will be consigned/'

His business activities, the numerous factories and companies
in which he was interested, forced him to be almost constantly
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